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First Books of Verse 

Green Leaves, by Florence Ripley Mastin. James T. White 

&Co. 

This book is a slight but delicate offering. A grave sin- 
cerity, and a technique simple, at its best, to the point of 
austerity, distinguish the revelation of penetrating, intimate 
feeling. The poet is not yet sure of herself or her method. 
One finds old-fashioned "poetic" artificialities — words like 
lethed, yea, perchance, give pause, with But oh and Quoth 
he lines and over-wrought figures, especially in the latter half 
of the book. In the better poems, however, the emotion is 
carried without strain. 

The first section, called Indoors, presents The Teacher 

and brief portraits of her grade-school pupils. Our readers 

will remember a few of the latter, especially the one of 

David, who failed, ending: 

You will always fail — 
You are too big to succeed 
In the swift years before death. 

From the Outdoors section a number of brief poems might 
be quoted if we had room — A Manhattan Yard, Were One 
Wish Mine, Touch, A Girl's Thought, or this, The Re- 
porter: 

In the March stillness 

I heard a woodpecker — 

Up the hill, 

Near the blue painted sky. 

He had captured all my news — 
"Tap, tap," went his type-writer. 

The third section, Remembrance, seems to come mostly 

from an earlier or poorer vintage. Ditto the fourth, a 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

group of war poems called Bare Branches, in most of which 
the poignant emotion of the moment gets poetized away. 
On the whole, however, this is a promising' first book. 

H. M. 
Etchings, by Robert Earl Barclay. Privately printed, Cam- 
bridge, Mass. 

Here is a tiny book of tiny poems in free verse, poems 
which earn their title because they are well and simply drawn, 
without loose or straggling or unnecessary lines. The author 
is still under twenty — a boy-student in the U. S. N. Radio 
School of Harvard. But though he is in the war, his sub- 
jects are far from warlike; like the style they are of an 
extreme simplicity. So simple indeed are these little poems 
that it requires a second glance to discover that they have 
texture. The light shines through them and does not dis- 
dain to show their pattern, to reveal a certain quiet distinction 
of style. Here is one, for example, called Spires: 

From the hill 

I saw the spires of many churches; 

But in the valley 

I found them empty — 

With here and there 

A beggar 

Resting on their porches. 
One night, over a year ago, a young lad from Grand 
Rapids stalked over to see me through the snow, and read 
some promising but much too expansive poems. He had 
worked his way up from nothing in his native town — it was 
an exciting child-epic of studying and going to school while 
he earned money at paper-routing, lawn-mowing, any old 
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